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The Guitar 


Author's Notes: 
Based on these photos. The one of Jerry is from his solo era, sometime between 1998 and 2002, most likely. 
The one of Stone is from 6/14/11. 


Jerry turned his husband onto his side and immediately attacked his neck from behind as he reached down and 
used his hand to guide himself into Stone. He slowly began to rock while he nibbled and kissed his way from 
Stone's ear to the back of his neck. "So fucking good, baby," He murmured. 


Stone had bent his head forward and closed his eyes, but, as Jerry found a rhythm, he opened his eyes, 
reaching a hand back to Jerry's head. "I love that guitar." 


Sitting in the corner of the bedroom was an acoustic guitar. Jerry had used it in shows several times and to 
record some songs. But, unlike the rest of his collection, he chose to keep this particular guitar on display 


nearby. 


The blonde grinned. "I know." 


"How long have you had it?" 
"Babe ." 

"What? Im just asking” 
"Now?" 


Stone giggled and pressed back against Jerry, who found his earlobe and nipped at it. He bent his head forward 


again. "Can | have it?" 

"Nol" 

He laughed some more before Jerry pushed him over, onto his stomach, and climbed on top of him, beginning 
to thrust hard and deep. Stone gasped and grunted in between his fits of laughter, which only made Jerry 
pound him harder. 


Later, Jerry wrapped his arms around Stone and whispered in his ear, "You're amazing. | love you." 


Stone purred as he slid his hands along Jerry's arms, coming to rest over his hands and entwining his fingers 


with Jerry's. "That guitar is amazing. | love it." 

"You're not taking my guitar, you shit." 

"| want it!" 

"No." 

"You've had it so long! What's yours is mine! We're married!" 
"That's not how it works." 

"Where did you get it, anyway?" 

"It was a gift.” 

"From who?" 

"An ex-girlfriend." 


Stone wrinkled his nose. "Oh." 


Jerry grinned against Stone's cheek. "Still want it?" 
"Yes." 


"Too bad." 


Eddie flew into New York from his solo tour in Ireland and met Stone at the hotel. They'd been invited to pay 
tribute to a friend and colleague in the industry. There was no time really to rehearse anything. Not that they 
particularly ever needed to rehearse Daughter at this point in time. Stone knew it like the back of his hand. 
While Ed was playing a song alone on his ukelele, Stone lifted his guitar case up, onto a table off to the side, 
and flipped the latches. He intended to quickly tune the guitar, but when he lifted the lid of the case, he let out 


a surprised laugh. 

"That sneaky little .." Stone murmured as he ran his fingers over the painted pickguard, 

Somehow, some time, Jerry must have taken Stone's guitar out of his case and replaced it with his. 
He noticed a tiny slip of paper stuck in the strings and carefully removed it. It was a note from Jerry. 


"What's mine is yours. | love you Hurry home." 


